HORATIUS
" To every man upon this Death cometh soon 01 late And how can man die bettel ' Than facing feaiful odds For the ashes of his fathers And *he temples of his gods ?

4. " Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul, With all the speed you may, I, and two more to help me, Will hold the foe in play In yon strait path a thousand May well be stopped by three.